CALL  NO  MAN  HAPPY

stone with a slate roof, was in the exact centre of the grounds. One
quarter of the park was an apple orchard; one quarter a flower gar-
den; one quarter a kitchen garden; one quarter a grove of fine lime
trees. A garden of climbing roses adorned, with Dorothy Perkinses
and Crimson Ramblers, the central path that led down to the gate,
through which a belfry was Visible. The tiny village had been built
in very ancient times by a chapter of Canons whose little houses,
decorated with sculpture, surrounded the church. Originally a
fortified wall had protected the town. All that now remained of it
was two gates with Roman arches which formed graceful and
decorative boundaries. I at once fell very much in love with our
house at La Saussaye. It was surrounded, as far as the eye could see,
by fields of wheat sprinkled with poppies, cornflowers and daisies
and one could recognize it from afar, when returning from a walk,
by the three poplars which rose like masts above lime trees where
the bees hummed.

Did Janine become fond of her new-home? I do not think so.
She had returned from that other war, illness, bruised in soul and
body. This was not visible to strangers because her beautiful face
remained young and her smile sweetly childlike. But to her natural
melancholy was now added a strange bitterness; Abandoned with-
out a protector and without advice in a world rendered pitiless and
perilous by the disorders of war, she had learned the meaning of
treachery, perfidy and cruelty. From her brief encounter with life
she had acquired a distressing cynicism which she hid by playfulness,
by poetjc gaiety and by a forced lightness, but which rose to the
surface occasionally despite her. As at the period of our Geneva
walks she would sometimes murmur:

'Beneath the sway of Mars condemned without reprieve/ and
she would add: 'Mars ... the God of War ... You see, darling, I
had cause to be afraid of him-----'

She who had formerly loved solitude and put up with simplicity,
now revealed an appetite for luxury, for gowns and for jewels, a
taste for dancing, for night clubs and for jazz, which perhaps was
natural but which wounded the austere moralist that lurked deep
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